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vodka and stood a few steps away looking at me pit-like a beaten dog. I gulped down the drink, and waited'a long minute, fall the pieces fell back in order, fall Zahwa's thin-lipped mouth came into focus again.
"And Yozek?" I asked The short words came out with difficulty, as if there were an iron clasp on my throat.
"I don't know* We left Rembertow at the same fame, but he and his men took a different road."
In a few minutes, Zahwa left our post for Headquarters
I sat on my cot, trying to recall when I had seen my parents last They had been left all alone in Rembertow And yet there were six of us in the family. Stashek was in England. There was no news from him. Yozek was with the Home Army. Wanda, thrown out of her home, had tried to live in a small village; and two of her children had been taken to Germany for forced labor. Yadviga had left Warsaw on orders a few weeks before the Uprising; where was she now? Zosia was the youngest of us, only twenty; for five years she had lived in hiding, the first news I had of her, after the German invasion of Poland, was through posters on Warsaw walls, promising a reward for any information concerning her whereabouts: the Germans said she was wanted for murder! My parents must have died alone.*
Zaliwa came back two days later. It was a dark night again, and the German anti-aircraft were spitting out luminous balls of color, ripping the sky in search of planes that tried to bring us help. We heard the growl of motor? from afar and our hearts nearly died in us, for, though we yearned for them, we dreaded to see them fly into the teeth of the German anti-aircraft. One night we had seen four Allied planes burst in flames over our heads, and we helplessly had to watch the death of those who had tried to save us. The crew of one of these four planes
* Months after the end of the war, news reached me on the United States that they had miraculously escaped from Rembertow